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CHRISTIAN READ ER, 

T HE following Miſcellany is publiſhed 

at the Deſire of many Gentlemen, 
who have always been my very good 
Friends; if there be any Thing in it a- 
muſing, or entertaining, ſhall be very glad 
I have contributed to your Diverſion ; and 
will laugh as heartily at your Money, as you 
do at my Works. Several of my Pieces 


may need Explanation, but I am too cun» 


ning for that; what is not underſtood, 
(like Pr-b n Preaching) will at leaſt be 
admired, 
I am regardleſs of Critics ; perhaps ſome 
of my Lines want a Foot: but then, if the 
Critic look ſharp out, he will find that Loſs 
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ſufficiently ſupplied in other Places, where - 
they have a Foot too much; and beſides, . 


Mens Works generally reſemble themſelves, 
if the Poems are Lame, ſo is the Author. 
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On the _—_ W DEATH. 375 
0 F 85 


QUAKER ERSKINE,. 5 
0 


- Quakeriſm compared with Predyery 260 
HAT dreary News is this I hear ? 
What doleful Tale thus ſtrikes my Ear ? 


No common Lofs ſure this muſt be, 


That draweth Tears from ev'ry Eye. 

No trivial Loſs, the Loſs is great, 

Mourn, mourn, the Church, and mourn, the State; 2 
Mourn, Ed nburgb, both Suburbs and City, 
For ERSKINE's Death, be fill'd with Pity. 
From Youth-hood to his dying Day 
He to us both did preach and pray; 
The Goſpel free he did diſpenſe, 

And for it ne'er took Pounds or Pence. 
Like canting Preachers in our Day, 
Who'll neither to us preach or pray, - 
Unleſs we pay two thouſand Merks, 
Beſides their Beadles Charge, and Clerks, 
And tho! they have the foreſaĩd Rent, 

Yet De'il ha'e them if they're e 

But do apply to Parliament. 
Their Stipend further to augment. 

Oh! happy Country, ſure and bleſt, 
Where from the Clergy they find Reſt: 
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Maurn, mourn for him with heavy Mane, 
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Not till in Heav'n, this is deſign' d. 


_ Here Cils damns Ralph, and Ralph damns Ciôl, 


Both damn the Cameronian Tribe. 
While Mhiteſeid comes, prays God ſave a“, 

Then takes our Caſh, and runs awa'; 

Unlike thoſe, but like poſtle Paul, 

ERSXINE liv'd by honeſt Call; 

Our Souls with Goſpel he did cheer, 

Our Bodies too with Ale and Beer. 

Gratis he Goſpel got, and gave away, 

For Ale and Beer he only made us pay, 

His Ale and Beer were always beſt, 

For which in Heav'n he's highly bleſt. 

If there were Stipend in the Caſe, 

Faſt for his Kirk our Prieſts would chace : : 
But where there is not Store of Wealth, 

Souls are not worth the Cure of Health. 

And for his Kirk our Clergy will not plea, 
Vacant his Kirk, but not his Brewerie. 


Each canting Preſbyter, when he dies, 


Gets to his Fame high Elegies, 

And whether they deſerve or not, 
They are ſet forth without a Blot. 
But here, alas! no Riſk we'run, 

His Character can't be out-done, 

For Truth aud honeſt Probity, 

No Man e'er liv'd could him out-vy. 
Some chuſe Maſs James, ſome chuſe Maſs John, 
Some curſe the Power of a Patron: 
But all are in a groſs Miſtake, 

Till they convert to honeſt QUaxe. 
Now honeſt Quarters, Beſt of Men, 
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For by yea and nay, or by ee e 
ERSKINE was an honeſt Man. 


The ECHO of the Roval Porcn of the 8 


of HOLY-ROOD- HOUSE, which fell under 


Military Execution, anno 1755. 


E Sons of Mars, with black Cockcade, 
| Who wear the Gun, and murd'ring Blade, 
Againſt your Foes in Battle hot, 
And die, or conquer on the Spot ; 
To Devaſtation ye are bred, 
By Blood ye ſwear, and Blood's your Trade. 
No—{(Echo then, reply'd aloud,) 
They do not always deal in Blood ; 
Nor yet in breaking human Bones, 
For Quixot - like they knock down Stones. 
Regardleſs they the Mattock ply, - 
To root out, Sco rs Antiquity. 
My aged Arch for Cent'ries ten 
Hath ſpared been by Scorrisn Mex; 
As Judah's Porches, ſacred mine, | 
Where KIR Gs did rule by Right divine. 
Your ancient KINGS did enter here, 
Tho” Strangers now for many a-Year ; 
And many Barons in my Sight, "x. 
Were honour'd with the Title, KNIGHT ; | 
Whoſe Race now tamely ſee my Fall, 
Relentleſs at my mournful Call. 
When Red-coats ſtruck, I loud did ſhriek, 
And to AULD RETEKIE thus did ſpeak : 
IWhat is my Crime * Ch ! what my Blot? 
AuLD REIE IE cry'd, Thou'rt an vid Scor; 


What 


6 
5 What then * my Beh loud did ery, N 
Muſt Scots Antiquity now I ĩ1 w 
Yes, cry'd AULD RxIk IE, die yon muſt, TY 
For — — at yo, has a Diſpuſt. * 
My Croſs likewiſe, of old Renan OT OO 
Will next to you be tumbled down;  » 1 =" 
And by Degrees each ancient Place 

Will periſh by this modern Race. 

My Echo then did loud rebound, - on 
With Cries which ſhook the weiohb'cing Ground 1 | 
And all amaz'd, the Soldier Bands © 
Suſpended ſtood with trembling Hands ; 
While thefe fad Accents I let fl, 
Wiich fharply NN arws. My. 


Adieu, EDINa, now ade, 1 
Fair Scoria's Glory's gone. 5 
This ſaid, ſhe bow'd her ancient Head, . 
And gave the final Groan. 
Epix A echo'd then alond, . . . 3% 
And bid her Jong foil, 3 
The Calton-hill . N IT 
Did ring her parting Knell. . 8 


The laſt Speech and ding Words of the CROSS of 
EDINBURGH, which was hang'd, drawn, and 
quarter'd, on Monday; che i 5th March, 17 56, for che 
horrid Crime of being an Incumbrance to the Street. 


OU Sons of ScoT14, mourn and weep, 
Expreſs your Grief with Sorrow deep ; 
Let aged Sires be bath'd in Tears, FRY) 
Y Aud ev'ry Heart, he fill'd with Fears 
Z n 3 


13 99 5 | 
Lhe rag Bale wb, | 1 0 g 
And Echo's mulptiply the Sound; 1 Ber 


Let Rivers, Hills, let Woods and Plain, 7 
Let Morning Dews, let Wind 6nd e | 8 „ 
United join to aid my Woe, | on, 


And loudly mourn my wean d ne 
For Arthur's Ov'n f, and Edinburgh Croſt, _ n 
Have, by new Schemers, got a Tok ; wh 


We Heels o'er Head are tumbled down, = 
The modern Taſte is London Town.. 1 - 
I was built up in Gothic Times, © © © 


CY 


And have ſtood ſeveral hundred Res: bug 15 „ 8 
Sacred my Mem'ry and my Name; aber * 130 RM 
For Kings and Queens 1 did proclaim. ©» 


1 Peace and War did oft declare 
And rous d my Country every where ; . l By 
Your Anceſtors around me walk 2 © © 


' Your Kings and Nobles 'fide me ralk'd/5 * 
And Lads and Laſſes, with Delight, 


Set Tryſt with me to nicet at Night; a „ 
No Tryſter e' er was at 'a Loſs, Sy e . 
For why, I' meet you af the Croſs. | We 
I Country People did direct „ 
Thro' all the City with Reſpect, 3 
Who miſſing me will look. as droll R 
As Mariners without the Pole. = fam 5 5 nt 
On me great men have loſt their Lives, =, 


And for a Maiden left their Wives. ; CET | 5 


Low Rogues likeways oft got 2 Peg, *4 
With Turnip, T—d9, or rotten Eggs Frei 
Stine: 3. 13 n 12 A 1 


— nas anni the Pr of a G | . 
near Far R, who deſtroyed it to build up ben bee 


River Cannox------But the Rive: well'd, as it were, with Refonts 
ment) ſon ſwept it off. g : * 
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And when OY 
1 was bedaub'd like any Slut. 0 5 . 0 E 
With loyal Viet, e Days, ©): *- vil „ 
1 drefs'd myſelf in lovely Bays, fy 7 7 K 

And with ſweet Apples treat the Crowd. 
While they huzza'd around me loud. D 


Profeſſions many have 1 ſeen, | | 
And never have diſturbed been: „ 
Tee ſeen the Tory Party flai, eg 
| e exulting o'er the Plain; 
ve ſeen again the Tories rife, 8 
. 1 1 e 
Then crown their King, and chace the Mir, 
From Pentland-hills and Bothwel-brig, 
I've ſeen the Covenants by all ſworn; Phi 221 
And likeways ſeen them burnt and torn.” ' * 
I neutral ſtood, as peacefal Quaker, 3 
Wich neither Side was I Partaker - 


I wiſh my Life kad longer been, OE. 
That I might greater Ferlies ſeen ; bet I 
Which Time alone doth waſte away: 

But fince I now muſt loſe my Head, 

I at my laſt this Leſſon read. 

„% Tho' Wealth, and Youth, and 8 line, 
«« And all the Graces round you twine, A, 

's Think on your End, nor proud behave, 

*© There's nothing ſure this Side the Grave. 
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You jolly Youths, with richeſt Wine, 
Who. drunk my Dirge, for your Propine, 
I do bequeath my laſting Boog, 

Myy Hear'n preſerve you late and ſoon ; 


— 


ee | 
May royal Wine, in royal- Bowls, - N 
Aud lovely Wemen chear ,your-Souls, _ - - 

Till by old Age you gently. die, „ 
To live immortal in the Sky. a OTE TO 


'To own my Faults I have no will, 
For I have done both Good and Ill : 
As to the Crinie for which 1 die, 
To my laſt Gaſp, Net guilty, I. © 
But to this magiſterial Hate, 
1 ſhall aſſign the priſtine Date. 7 
When the intrepid matchleſs CHARLES "WY 0 
Came here with many Highland CarLes; 
And o'er my Top, in publick Sight, 

Proclaim'd aloud hi FaraxR's RiGur. 125 
From that Day forth it was agreed, | 


That 1 ſhould as a REBEL bleed; LE | ; 25 
e thi n Guate Bas £3 6595 363 
To ſnatch my Fabric off the Street. 


Leſt I ſhould tell to them onge more. 
The Tale I told ten Tema 


At my Deſtroyers bear no Gradge, 
Nor do you ſtain their Maſon Lodge, 
Tho' well may all By-ſtanders fee - 
That better Maſons built up me. 
The royal Statue in the Clos. 
Will ſhare the Fate of me, poor Cross ;- 
Heavens, Earth, and Seas, all in a Range, 
Lie me, will periſh for Exchange. 
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The ſerious Advice and Extoration of the ROYAL 


EXCHANGE to the "CROSS of EoinavRot, 


immediately before its Execution. | 


aged Parent, dots Voice, 


And ceaſe to make this doleful Noiſe; 


Submit yourſelf unto your Doom, 


* Royar ExcHanGE comes in your Room. | 


My poliſh'd Stones, of modern Date, 
One Day will ſhare my Parent's kate; 
And in your Fall my own I ſee; .. 
What's Modern now will Ancient be: 
An Nature changes in its Turn, 


Worlds ſometimes drown, and ſometimes burn ; © > : 


Yea, Heaven ſhrinks below the Rod | 


© Of the eternal changele& GOD. 


To your laſt Words I was attent, 
Which made my Heart of Stone relent; 
Your aged Speeches, full of Senſe, uh 
Acquir d by long Experience, | 


Made zealous Whigs, and hopetul' Tories, 


Jointly thank you for your Stories ; 
Both Parties herein did agree, 

That you was uſed cruelly. 

When honeſt Men are bigh in Place, 
Rogues are hung up with cover'd Face . 


When Rogues have Pow'r, ſham Juſtice oo 


Will hang the honeſt up like you. 


The Luckenbooths, Weigh-houſe, and cg 


By the new Scheme, will not be ſpar'd 
For modiſh People think it meet, 
That Houſes be ſwept off the Street. 


Into 
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You'll all be buried in your 'Tarn'z +2 45: + him aol G welt; 
Then Phœnix-like again you'll A, 515 — n6dT - 


And ſoar with me into the Skies- 0 eis J wo ob 10 


Grand is the Scheme, and its Intent cb „nnn wad dor 161K 
Is Order, Uſe, and Ornament. HihuwoT 
© 211 — — 1 =. * 

My Builders {kill'd are in each Eedture 1 9 


* 


«© 


Of Maſonry and Architecture nfo lungs VeY * 


Can build a Croſs, or pull ãt down, we 2 ed U ar 
And from a Rock extract a T ee 267 


Therefore the Ancients they out-do. - 


Your Crimes, dear Father, now . 1 A ET 
Mourn for the Life that. you have —. 2 123 Rui 


For Witneſs often you have fed... 
And have ſuck'd up much "+ - 4,» 500 cm . Pagod — 


A violent Death therefpre you fare. 

That all Blood-ſuckers may es 773 2205%1% | bal aid bak 
Num'rons Examples teſtifſy, hs - 29 122 
That Blood for Blood doth wegen A 07 11:21 ba 
None merciful will mourn the LV 1 22 ichs tor 820 


Of you, a cruel ee e * re 242 — 2 
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CLAUDERO to o WHIT (ELD: | a_— 


OW zealous Pig-ey d Eugliſs e A NAM: ü 
Arriv'd again with loaded Pack!!! 2. 
Pray what now have you go Wenn - „neee 
Can you inſure Scots Sauls from Hell $ '- © 55 407 7 
Or do you come to crys RzeraT ;-- l Nam 88 * 


Give me your Money, I'm a iir nass 20% U 

. 1 , ”  # 4a Ha C 
And in Return you ſhall have Graee I 
To put into your Money's Place + \ 21% Ram od 
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Can work to old Taſte PO, n * cas 235% hd 
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" Pray, cnn you ſhow a nearer” Road 
How Men may reach the 1 
Than Pulpiteers into our Iſie? 
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That you thus fingly do oppoſs 
Yourſelf againſt ſpiritual Fo: 
Plays, Balls, Aﬀemblies, and the Devil, 


Tou zealow Fury often feel? ;! 
- The Play-houſe, Sir, you ought to fpare, © 


For often there you had a Share; © 


The Stage frre you, in your Need, 
ill you fell into better Bread. 


Like ZE/op's Daw, you've turn'd your: Coat, | 


Among the Pigeors'now you've got, 
Where you are well ſupply'd and fed, . 
By honeft Doves that are blind- led; ol 


But dread the Cheat may coe te Light, [2 of 


Then you'l be fripe of all thar's good, 
And ſent to ſtarve inte d Wood. | 
Can you afford us Meal? 


Then chain him faſt up with a Bridle ; 
205 lp af apr Cagy ile t ... 3 
Can you make Whig and Tory gree, 
And beat the French by Land and Sea ? 
Can you from Prefs-bands eaſe our Fears? 


Recruit our Fleets with Volunteers ?. 
If you can all rheſe Things do well, 
eee ee gap . 
But if you cannot theſe eſſect, ] 


To England go and break your Neck, 
No more your Accent we admire, 
Nor yet your blazing zealous Fire; 
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Were in infinite Numbers ſlain; 
To fatixfy their Hunger keen, 


The Forth was plunder'i of i; d 


Such Devaſtation ne er was ſen. * S 8 . Pp 


$5 3 
4 5 5 * 3 * 
„ 5 Fan 
Though e 5 Lo 
With Sectaries you never Join, nn ans * | x : 
But flyly glean from all the Coin, he e 
An Inſtance of your ſordid Viewg® ' m vp 
T Money, Wenne. . * * 
Be not ſuch Fools, my Countrymen, 1 02, 208 
Nor ſuffer Rogues your Coin 6e drain. 
Leer 1 of of! 
Keep your Fiſk-guzs to your Seq-maws. 1 
A FAREWEL to the ASSEMBLY. | 
You Fleſhgrs, ſheathe your recking Knives; . 
Of God's Creation ſpare the Lives; 4 
Relent the Slaughter you have made, _ 3 
And mourn a Momebt o'er the Dead Tf. WE 
Great Bulls did roar, with dying Groans enen 2 | 
And flaughter'd were for our NaN 7 Tobiir; an 
- The {inaller Cattle, Calves and Lambs, - 8 4 
Were ſnatched from enen Dane; 
At the Aſſembly loſt their Lives, - e 
3 0 i 6030 A 
Nor did the grunting naſty Sow, | 
Th' Abomination of a Jew, e e 
Eſcape the Luſt of this Bac l- Gunz, | 
WO 0s thick 2 rs Be RR. 
. The feather'd Tribe, Gooſe, Dock, and Hey, 


e ee Dm, 4 Fa 19 4608 


ic 16 i 
Salmon, Cod, and/Cabthowprom ot 0.0? ot bans af 
Into their Bellies they Wi 
At Oiſters too they did not era 07 chip Ba? 13:7 
Which made them at our Ladies ogley 7 
And carnal Weapons keemy ply, tw to. o21:fhol' oh 
Well cover'd with Hypecrily.. : - : Karta aer 
But to their Glebes they now are fed. 
With their big Guts well qtuff d- and fe. 
Each Pariſh now has got its Don, Dn 
To croak, and hum, and howl; and gproany - 11 n »>.1 
Except the Prieſt of Duri/d:er, 
Depos d for loving. carpal 2 1474427 
Tho? alt the Brethren wut cn 
They love it either more. or le. 27 727 OTE 


Now Gladneſs ſhices"th every. Face, #4 5 8 
Since their fat Paunches left the Place, | | IH 
We only dread the oC TH Mon 8 


a RET * 2440 $308 I 19384511 ba 
A DESCRIPTION of Voran 25 5 
uA nm 1 1 . 713 
— not expoſes is the Bent of my Mind, 
A — is e yore dene land. 
No *SPECTATOR-77 


7 following Lines, Ido . „ 
| Shall neither Church nor State ad: „ 
But, on the contrairy hops they'll pleaſe, - 
Each honeſt Reader who them (ces. 1 125 292 77 

A ſordid Miſer here I'll drm. 
And ſqueeze his Vice in Printers e : 


4-4 
CE 


To laſh the Vice, conceal the Man, e 2 1 „ 
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Therefore Ptf hide the T Name, 

Perhaps the Wretch I may retlaim; 
But if 1 don't, I, in Lampoon, _ a” 4 
Will ſcourge his Vice thro' all the Fowl 
Yes, thro' the Town, 'and Countiy too, 
His Character 1 will purſue f © 

You Scriblers of the better Sort, 

I hope you'll patronize me for't 

For flyly down the Net is 744 

To catch CLauDtRo, if he tread 

A Step upon forbidden Ground, 

Or write to common Metre found : 
Therefore, with Hudibraſtic Meaſure, 

I hope to ſhun their grand Diſpleaſure. | 
I never do intend a War | 
With Pulpit, or Town-coyneil Bar : 
Tho? not for Love, yet ſure for Fear, 
Theſe two wile Poets will revere ; 
Neither of theſe dare to deride, _ 
Leſt you be term'd a Suicide ! 
Therefore their awful Hands Vil Riß, 
Becauſe forſooth they're major vis. 
So, without making more ado, 

The Miſer's Vice I ſhall purſue... FE 


—_— me, Muſe, dere to deſcribe 
| A Miſer of the notar Tribe, 
Who does at Seſſion - time appear, 
Summer and Winter ev'ry Year, 
And thereby gathers meikle Gear. 
Near Bothwel-brig, where rebel Whigs © 
Lay ſcatter'd up and down the Rigs, 
This Miſer was both born and bred, 
And with the Herds was fed and cled - 
EY 6 e 
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Wu 


Sour 


(.18 7 
ur-milk, Green-whey, rr of cy l 
Di mightily this Youngſter pleaſe : „ 
Milk-pottage, Sowens, and Butter 1 „ 2 
Did blow him up a out. big Fellaw. ps 1 
He did attend ſome Country Schools, „ 
Till he could rhime Deſpauter 3 Rules : | 1 

|Next to the Law be did apply, 

And learn d ſome Parts NT: . 

And for a Notar he does paſs, . 

Tho ſome fay he's a mighty Ad 

Yet in the Country he's rever'd 

By every Ruſtic, and Cock-laird, 

Whom ke doth treat with Art and Skill, 

And lends them Caſh on Bond or Bill: 

On Intereſt his Soul is bent; 

And never-ſleeping Annualrent., 
Now I ſhall briefly ſhow you here 5 
2 What Ways he takes tb gather Gear; 3 
1 A Maxim in his Head doth run, | | 
That Money ſav'd is Money won; 
Maxim ſecundo has this Man; 
To cheat his Belly if he can. 
The Norland Clerks, of thrifty Fame, 
Compar'd with him are very lame; 
Upon ScoTs Pennies twice fifteen - | 
He din'd four Clerks from Aberdeen. 
Four callour Herring he did roſt, | „ 
Which, with two Baps, did Two · pence 60d, 
The Baps he halv'd among the four, On 
Which Hunger keen made them devour : 33 ; 1 
And then, for ſumming up the Huill, - e . 
He war'd a Baubee upon Kaill; | =. 
The Lads did rift, and were right fain, | 
All four were din'd like Centlemen- 


WA, 


A Watch this Notar ne er would wear, 
And herein does his Thrift appear, 
Computing five Pounds for a Watch, 
Five Shillings yearly this would catch ; 
Repairs to ditto, Half a Crown 
Capital Stock this would draw down ; 
Therefore he wiſely views the Sun, 

As Fowler's Eye the murd'ring Gm. 
To preis thro' Crouds he's not the Fodl, 
Becauſe his Cloaths might luſe the Wool ; 
And for this Reaſon home he lurchs —* 
On Holidays from crouded Churches. 
To ſtep a Ditch he takes great Care, 
Leſt he ſhould wrong his Breeches there. 
For ſtony Road he's much afraid 

Leſt his Shoes ſuffer by the Tread ; | 
Therefore they're made, for Strength and Pith, 
By Country Sutor and by Smith : : 
Iron their Heels and Soles ſecures, 

No City-Shoes like them endures. 

His aged Hat, eleven Times dreſt, 

Upon his Head with Care is prefs'd ; 

Each Time tis dreſt, he does avow, 

It looks as well as when firſt new. 
Whene'er he drinks *tis with Deſign 

That he may gratis ſup or dine ; 

Offalls beſt pleaſe him Night and Day, 
Becauſe for thoſe there's nought ta pay: 

His Dinner once did Sixpence coſt, 

Which with Vexation did him roſt; 

He ſtarv'd himſelf a long Time after, 

Till he retriev'd this ſad Diſaſter. 

He often ſwears by his lov'd Store, 


Wn U marry none till they firſt whore; 
C 2 


N . 20 1 
By 3 one, he ſays, he'll know 
If formerly ſhe us d to m--: | 
A ſkilful Plan, he ſays, indeed 
To pet his own Wife's Maiden-head 1. 

But though he's ſearch'd theſe twenty Years 
For Maiden-heads, yet none appears, 

And therefore he does Rill remain : 

- Batchelor ag'd four Times Ten : 

To thrifty Whoring he's inclin'd, 
For Luſt, as well as Love, is blind, 
Money, by him, is lov'd fo well, © 
He'd hug PROSERPINA herſel' _ 

To get or fave the Root of Evil, 

And make a Cuckold of | the Devil. | 
One Time, poor Wretch, it was his Hap, 
*Mong other Things, to catch a Clap: 


This was to him a great Vexation, | 8 i 2 


Beſides a curſed Inflammation, | 5 

The ſinful Member did torment, 
Which made him girn, curſe, and relent ; „ 

His Teſticles did likewiſe Fell, | 

And Shankers made him roar and yell; 

Great Buboes did his Groins adorn, 

Which pain'd him ſore both Night and Mor ; ; 
A Chordee too did him perplex, | 

And an Erection fore him vex: _ 

For Surgeon's Art he did not care, 

Fear'd for his P---k, but Pocket mair; 

He made a Shift to treat himſelf, U 
And thereby ſav'd his darling Pelf; 

Yet, after all, a Gleet remains, | 

Which will abſorb his aged Veins. 

He oft affects the Debauchee, 

Thereby to kide his Miſery, 
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60 2 12 ; 
And 3 borridly will ſwear es een 2 


But very ſeldom draw his Purſe: EY pi 20 ie 
However once he got a Dru) ,. 44) 22767 ot 
From Members of the corping Clußz. 
Where mad TAu F rarely play'd bis Part.. 
Made notar C drunk like a Beaſt, ,,. 


Then caus'd him pay dear fer bis Feaſ t: 
Beſides his well-trimm'd coal-black Hair 
Theſe drunken Members did not ſpares '' + ' + _ 
Like Samſon, robb'd him of his Lochs 1 0h 
To complicate their drunken b? 
Then ſent him off in Porter's Creel, 6 0D 
And ſome ſay he deferv'd it well, | if GA 
But many Men of ſober Mood F 11884 . 
Did think this Treatment ſomewhat rude, 5 fink 264 
His Mother died, it vex'd hitn ſore, Es 
"Cauſe Stocking-yarn he'd get no mores 


To make up this, with Thrift ſevere, - 115-14. ey 
No Mournings for her he would wear.” 15-52 (93 BED 
A borrow'd Big-coat wrapt him round, do nah 
Till ſhe was laid below the Ground; 1 44:5 FP 
Into this Town it is well known e | 1 
That a Big-coat he ne'er had ne: l 


For in below the Pillars glowr 
You'll never miſs him in a Show'r.. 12 ; bavis 
An expepſive Suit, be has conſin' d Veen Msn ao INE 
Into his Trunk, diſturbs his Mind | bark 
When at theſe Cloaths he takes a . 2 
The Sweat upon him ſtands like Dew ; * 
And is it not a noted Knack e 
That they ſhould ſweat bim off his Back? ee 2 In 


t A A Deſcription of mad Ta, with his drunken Adventures and 
deroick Atchievements, will be publifhed ſeparately. 


K 5 
The Breeches are of Velvet ſcarce, 
So will not keek upon-his *A--e ; 

He hates the Taylor as Old Nick, - 
And ſwears be play'd the Cloath a Trick : 
Therefore I advertiſing tell, 

Theſe Breeches now he wants to ſell, 

To auction them has ſet a Day, 

Whoe'er bids beſt bears them away. 


No Heav'n, but Wealth, this Wretch does know, - 


And, with Content, at PLuTo's Ingle, 

His pleaſant Bags of Money jingle: 

But, to his Torture twill conduce, | 
There his vaſt Sums have no Produce ; 

At which he'll grin, curſe, and e 

For Loſs of his ſweet Annualrertt : 

With Tortures there each Miſer's . 
That makes them ſhock the very Damn'd ! 
Therefore, thou Wretch, repent in Time 
Of this thy miſerable. Crime ; 

Do Deeds of Charity, while here, 

The Goſpel this commandeth clear; 

Do not with Uſury oppreſs 

Poor country Lairds in their Diſtreſs ; 

Pay more Reſpect to Word and Vows, 
Refund the Heir of Summer. houſe, 
That Gop himſelf may bleſs thy Store, 
And grant thee his eternal Glore. 


According to the crambo Wark 
Of the extemporary CLARx, 
The foreſaid Lines are not a Bauble, 
The: Mifer mean'd is ----- — 4 


TH 


But, 


But, to avoid the Fiſcal's Len. 1 
The Miſer's Name is Notar 6 „ % Ag: Ai 
More might be told, /ed hoc eſt ſatis x 2 
If C recant, TI print it gratis. N RN ne 3 2 
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Loi ti n 251 03 1a 
Norax C----'s DEVO TIN. 
To the Tune of, The Broem of Coudenknews, 


HE golden Bait the Devil-ſpread, * 24:20 
I caught with greedy Jaws; - 
With Uſury I fore oppreſs'd 
All that came in my Paws : 


I hated am, by ev'ry one, 
For my Oppreſſion; 
CLAUDERO too points out to view 

My Converſation. 


May Curſes roll upon his Head, 1 
For he hath vex'd me much, | 

And, if I durſt, I would revenne Se 
Myſelf upon all ſuch: n "; oP 

But Cowardice and Miſery n 2 e 
My Boſom does poſſeſs ; * | 


To Backbiting I'll have recourſe 
As the moſt ſafe Redrefs. | 5 1 


Tm ſtrong indeed, as a Cart-horſe: 
But tim'rous, as a Hare; 

Let I can bray, like any AG, 
When Danger is not there. 


* 


Sweet , ſweet to me is Annualrent, | 5 
I teize the very Day; | ed Eon 


Ta) 


| When Bills are due they ered My dong of ut > 
Int'reſt muſt Int'reſt pe. en 240 | 
FF 

On Intereſt my Soul h Kl 


I cannot yet repent, 
A Heaven to me it is indeed 
My fwenaſt Am, eee 


My Kin I dart regard a Num, 
I love my mighty Store, 3 | ; 

Grant, Jove, my Caſh T may retain, ai pes ; , 
For now and evermore? - 1 


A HYMN for the THISTLE 1.0DGE. 
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[ Wrote on ſeeing the Cum f 4 . n 1 


HY rage the Heathen, and vain Things 
Does Tam of Bedlau mind! 
For ſurely all the TufsrIR Loos 


Againſt him are combin'd, _ 
To plot againſt his mighty Sway, 
And to extirpate quite 
Map Tau from their Society, 
Gives to them all Delight, 


* 


He that GRAN D-MasrER fits does lauph, 

And the two WanpExs jeer, 

The LopGE united join in Scorn, 
Which has reach'd Map Tau's Ear: 
And now he ſwears, a weighty 1 

He'll take into his Hand; 
| Heads young and AULD he will ſhear off 


from the miſchievous Band. , 
| Now 


9 TY P VAAN 
Naw therefore be admonthhed; Fur“ 244 * HA " 100 
Join Trembling with your Wb, 221184 nn 
For Map Tam is a Bedlamite, | 8 ; 

Of Fortune and of Dh. 
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NIMRO D, SANDY, aud MA LC OR in Tears; 
for the Death of WIsxY EAN, keeper of NIM- 
RO D's CoxrFEr-HOUSE in CUMBERNALD. * 


% 
: - 


"OU i all of Cunternall, 2 ba 
Bewail the Loſs you lately had; ry? 5 " 
Jean Kirkwood's Death, a mournful Theme, CID 
Her Drams did often warm yopr Wame. 
Burnt-up with Whiſky was the Wife, 
So went to drink the Wells of Life, 
And left her Votaries, ane and a, 2 | 
Without a Gill to heat their Mar. 
Old Nimrod, now what will you do, | r 1 052929, al 
For Friends like Jean you'll find but few; n 2 
Her Dams you very oft did pret, | 
Till ye cou'd neither hear nor fee 1 
Her Drams I've often heard it faid, 
Did make your Ancient Heart right glad. 
For t' other Gill ye was ay keen, 
And ery'd, my Dear * Melohin Jean. 
Poor Sandy too, ſworn to the Stoup, 
Periſh'd with Jean is a“ your Hope; 
Right oft with Jeaz ye ſuuff d and dramm'd 
Till your Red Naſe was ak inflam d. 
No more will Jean the Whiſky fill, 
No more adminiſter the Gill ; i et | 
| 5 0 . e 2 
* Melohin is an Erie Word uſed by Old Nux ep when be has got 
in his Cups, 


* 


T8) 


No more will ſhe the Ginger Cake, 
After the Dram unto you break. 
Malcom Mitchell, o 'cr-whelm'd with Grief, 3 6 

Fling by your Fiddle and your Cliff, ok n 
No more can the tun'd Fiddle pleaſe, : 
Nor Mary's Charms afford you Eaſe. 

All other Comforts are bat van, 
Till you get Penny Gills againn 
With Grief oppreß d all three did crys | 1 
Oh! Jean, what ail'd you thus to die; : 
And leave us three, while we were willing 88 

To ſpend on Whiſky ev'ry Shilling ? _— , 
Fear's Ghoſt made anſwer from a Shade, * 

With Voice as ſhrilf as a "RM ad," Arvind ene N 
And cry d, Old Nimrod faſt prepare, t. 
For of my Fate you'll ſhortly ſhare. 

The Whiſky you ſup up fo faſt, 

Will ſurely prove your Death at laſt; | 

- This much I was allowid to wh,” 

So deareſt Nimrod,' long farewell. 

Sandy and Malcom in Amaze, 

Fell on their Face and ceas d to gaze, 4 
Jean's Ghoſt did through the Ather glide, 
A Train of Light around it wide; 
With Spirits Pinions quickly flew, 

en ſwift as * oy __ 1 


On Mr. EDWARD JOSSY, Writer in EpinBurGn, | 
who died on the memorable roth Day of Juxx 1758. 


1 00D EDWARD JOSSY liv'd and dy'd, 
An honeſt Man of great Content, 
Fe | Belor'd 


'< 27 5 
Zelov'd by all, even Wurss themſelves; 
Revere his Name, his Death lament : 1 
He hated much old CRowwEt's Fame,, 
Grudg'd the PRINCE of Orxayce Glory; 
Attached firmly to the STUARTS, mer 
Was a ſtanch and honeſt Ton. © @ 
He hop'd to ſee his KING reſtör d, 8 2 N 
And noxnesT Mx replac'd in State: e 
In Hors he liv'd, in Hops he dy'd, PR 
And wiſh'd ALEx1s better Fate. 
Among the Bleſt, his virtuous Soul; 
Will ſurely dwell for evermore. 2 
In Heaven he'll join his lawful KING, 5 
To praiſe the KING of Kincs in Glore: 


9 
1 
= 


—— 
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Wrote upon the Report of Joun MacDzpiT's Death; 
Paſtor of the Pariſh of r eee * 


LAP your Hands, ye People all a r 
In Cumming ſton who dw ell! 
Macdebit's dead, whoſe Foly Tricks * 
Will ſink his Soul to—: 
No more will he your Kirk resume 
Nor more with Iriſß Caut, 1 80 
Deceive the poor Enthuſiaſts 1 241 & 2 ve al 
Of the Church Militant. + ... rig rot Th 
From the Original he taught, 
With ever-puzling Greek, 
It edify'd Believers much 
To hear him /earn'dly ſpeak ;:: 
Pungent and Cogent Arguments 
His Doctrine did enforce; 53 A A 
D 2 And 


N 


With Latin, Hebr ew, Syriac, _ 
And much  ſehulaſlic Buff, - 
He ſpun out Lectures tedious,, _ 
While Hearers took a Snuff. | 
Revenge, his noted Character, 
His Sermons did compoſe : | 
The /acred Text he ſtill explain'd 
To ftrike againſt his Fees. 
None of his Pariſh ever durſt BY 
A Sacrament requeſt, 
Till they of Mutton, Hens, or Ducks 
Sent him a handlome Feaſt : 
Some obſtinate indeed there were, 
Refus d ſuch Perguiſite, | 
Whoſe Children unbaptiz'd remain, 
For being impolite. 
A Practice ſtrange, yet very true, 
A Scandal to the Band, 
That Heatheniſm be allowed 
Into a Chriſtian Land. a 
Men for Women ripe enough, 
And Women ripe for Men, 
Deſirous much to be baptiz d, 
Unchriften'd there remain. 
In holy Things he always was 
A moſt myſterious Duack e 
His Seſſion too he lyly choſe, | 
A molt i/lit'rats Pack, 
Who to his Will did ay conform, j” 
Not knowing his Deſign: © 
The Poor he robbed many Ways, 
Nor durſt they ere repine; 


„ betnaias. 2 
To ſcale Heav'n's Walls „ , 


Collections; 


Voraciouſly he ſtole”; 6 
Preſident, Clerk, and Treaſ rer . 
None durſt his Pow'r controul? 

A Quack in Phyſick too he was, 

And trick'd the People fore; - © 
Meg Low, and many more, .can tell 
How he was paid therefor. 
His Patients he was wont to fright 

With Death, Judgment, and Hell ; 
Next he apply'd his Specifick, 
And purg'd their Purſes well. 
His Tricks and Querks too tedions,' 
I cannot here relate : 
He ſeem'd a Saint, tho Hypocrite, 
A Villain conſummate. 
But, while I wrote, there did divive 
A Poſt with mighty Speed, 
Told me' the Rogue is ſtill alive, 
And not among the Dead. 
The heavy News I did receive 
Made me fling by my Quiy, 
My Joy it into Sorrow turn d, 
I fat and wept my fill. 
Oh Cummingſton / I cry'd aloud, 
May Comfort come to thee, 


May Heav'n thy Sorrows ſhortly end, 


From Prieſtcraft make thee free. 


(a9) 
Collections, e ate and Buttock- mail 
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"A SONG. 4 


( Tune, Compmanaoaouss * 


N Robert r * TED 
The Fleming: wore the Bas. 
Their Courage it Turpaſſed mouny : | : 
For they the Dagger drew, . 5 
And ſerv d their King ay true, 
Thus gain d cunbernali ſo bonny : 


Sure theſe were happy Days, 
When Tyrants they did ran, 
Free d the Bruce from Hadpsmonny 
May ev'ry Pariſh be, | 4 
From Tyrant Gentry fre, I tek 3 2 
| So prays Cumbernaid fo bony. - 


2. Pace nnd. Sane, 1 

As in Days of goo! Kn Tb r 
| We'll bleſs the Britiſh Throng, . +: Rv} 
And ſing Cumbernald ſo bomny 


Tbe white Kine now fo rare, | 

The Deer, and timid Hare, | 
The Partridge, Muirfowl, and the Coney, 
Again they will abound, 

To bleſs the happy Ground 

7 © Ofifam'd Cumbernald fo bonny. 


The lofty Elms will grow, 
Which are all deſtroyed now, 
The Woods furniſh Bees with Honey; 


| When 


(3+ ) 
5 When Iriſh Prieſtcraft's gone, 
And the Tyrant —— 


From bout Cumbernatd fo douny 1 e 


May the Fleming's ancient Race, oven bas c 
Shine forth with ev'ry Grace, to. Tre 


They never oppreſſed _ : 


But Kindneſs ay they ha. * 


T6 e ev'ry Laſs and Lad, R 
About Cumbernala ſo dens. 


The Fleming, Sons of Maas, reads I . * of 
Were plorious in the Wars 
But they never impreſſed 8 bor t 


Each Man then drew his Sword, 
And followed his Lord, 
About Cumbernald fo bony: 


With Heart-felt Sorrow ery, 
And fill your Bumpers high, 
But without ever Toaſting onny : : 
For the Days they are away, 
In which you all look'd gay, 
About Cumbernald fo boriny. © 


May old Nimred end his Days, 
(Who bath been perſecute always) 


In Peace, with a Bottle and Crontiy : | 


Then CLauDERo he will ling, 
God bleſs our lawful King, 
About Cumbernald ſo bonny. 


— — 


An independent Man 
Need not fear do what they can, 
Regardleſs of Tyrants onny: 


417 de, J R 
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But 


* But poor mean fp'rited Foals 
Deſervedly are Tools, — 
About Cvmbernaid ſo — | 


The Laſſes blyth and gay, 62-3115: OT > TIRE Iv x : 
Once briſk as Morn of May, © „ 


= With a well-ſet Cockernonny ; | 75 

1 Young Men now they have none, Sat? ui 23A 
1 Being all impreſs'd and gone | x T4 43-04 
About Cumbernald fo bonny. 


4 Then mourn, you Fathers, mourn, e rl 
2 n 
Iz  __ Whom you loved beſt of onny, e 308 

Blame neither King nor Lamm OT 
I But blame gnother Cauſe, | bn A. 
= | About Cumbernald ſo "TO 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The ſecond Number will be publi ſhed aß. 
ſoon as the Author has got a ſufficient Num- 
2 ber of Subſcribers. —Subſcriptions are taken 
'$ in by the Author himſelf, and by his Bene- 
I | factors in Town and Country. | 


25th Ju LY 1758. 
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